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His Master\'s Voice 


Night's fallen here in Colorado and l'm waiting for the call. He's only been gone for two nights, but as the clock 


edges closer to midnight, that call always comes in. 


The moon's full and | sit and stare at it. They say that the full moon has a strange effect on people. Hospitals 
and care facilities report incidents of people acting more crazy. Others can't sleep. In the case of Dave, he gets 
more horny. He may be knocking the wrong side of fifty, but he has the stamina of a thoroughbred. It may be 
because he's quit drinking. Or because he's taking better care of himself. Or because he's finally out of the 
city and out in the (nearly) wilderness. Whichever one it is, since he moved out here twelve months ago, things 
have been incredible. His career's stabilised after several setbacks. And me? l'm still me. Keeping myself to 


myself and doing what | need to do to keep Metallica's engine running. Which, of course, | still love to bits. 
| couldn't say the same about Dave. He was on the brink when we ran into each other in LA. He was depressed, 
sickly, bordering on full blown alcoholism. His body was breaking down and he seemed to be in constant pain. The 


lustre had gone from him, the twinkle in his eyes dead. He was exhausted. 


Im tired, James. 


| know. | know. lve been there, too, buddy. 


We talked well into the night. He was a lost soul looking for someone to confide in. And that someone was me. 
Nothing happened that night. Nor on his first visit out to Colorado. It wasn't until he was fresh from rehab 


and looking more like his normal self that the proverbial fireworks went off. 


Nothing should have happened during that visit. He was raw, stripped back to the human being that he was 
supposed to be, and going through the rigours of the aftercare system. But he flew in, completely on the off 
chance, to tell me what had happened. The glow was back in his skin, his hair had that shine to it, and the 
impish twinkle had returned to his eyes. 


| should have said no when he leaned in to kiss me. But | couldn't. For some reason, I'd been rooted to the chair, 
unable to stop myself as Dave's hands had wound around the back of my head and his mouth had found mine. 
The impression that | got was that he wanted to thank me in a way that was truly the Dave way to say thank 
you; by getting naked. It was either that or grilling food and, by his own admission, he didn't have any of his 
gear with him. He'd grabbed a bag of clothes, hopped a plane to Denver, and had hoped that | wouldn't chase 
him off my property for turning up without calling first. 


Aftercare is so much more than seeing a therapist once a day. Its about having people around you who love 
and care for you. And Dave seemed to have no one. Sure, his old partying buddies were there. But, as we'd 

talked about during those long night before his rehab admission, hanging out with your partying buddies post- 
clean up is a recipe for disaster. He'd been through the grinder and needed someone who had the been there, 


done that experience. 


And he never left. After that day (and ch-so-delicious night), he flew home, packed up his house, and returned 
a week later with a truck towing a smoker. Now he spends his days raiding the freezer for meat and his 


nights either playing with his band or sampling my meat. 


My phone rings and | turn my attention from the beauty of the moon and to the device in the window. Dave's 


name lights up the screen and, with a small smile, | answer it. 
"Evening, Grohl. How was the show?" 
"Nnning," he grunts. "Tiring, but good. Good crowd. Really enjoyed it" 


"Good, good,” | purr. | can already see him in my mind's eye; sprawled on the bed, his hair, now growing longer 
and thicker by the day, spread over the hotel's crisp sheets and his hand rubbing over his still-clothed groin 


It was pretty early on when we discovered that the sound of my voice did very funny things to him. A harsh 
command would send him to his knees. A whisper in his ear was enough to make him explode in his pants. | 
shouldn't have taken advantage of that but, trust me, | did. It turns me on as much as it gets Dave worked up 


and | feel my own cock harden as | hear his voice deepen to soft moans. 


"Want me to tell you what I'm gonna do to you when you get home?" | whisper. 


"Yeah." His voice is husky and low, already laced with lust. Placing a hand over my own groin, | rub the heel 


against my hard flesh. 

"Got your dick in your hand?" 
Another breathy moan. "Yeah." 
"You alone?" 


| hear him panting from the other end of the phone and | wrap my fingers around my own erection and rub 


my shorts against my now sensitive flesh. 
"Yeah." 
| keep my voice low and allow the tail-end rasp to linger. "So there's no one watching you?" 


"No. 


"Shame." | smile to myself. "Its always fun watching you jerk off. You gonna do that when you come home? 
Gonna rub yourself against the edge of the bed for me like you did before you left? Or you gonna hump the 


arm of the couch?" 


| hear another strangled groan and the sound of a hand rubbing over flesh. The night before he'd left had been 
delicious in the most deviant of ways. | may be a reformed addict but, when it comes to the people that | love, 
| adore being with them in every way possible. Sometimes, though, | just like to sit and watch, especially if its 
Dave with his tight black jeans sitting on his thighs as he bend over to fuck the bed. Watching his hips rise 
and fall, his tight balls and hard cock on show as he furiously brings himself to orgasm is delightful. Of course, 
once he was finished, | scooped him up and took him to bed. Because once he's come he's putty in my hanas, 


limp and submissive and oh-so-easy to please. 

But | do have to catch myself. Dave's kinks can easily become a way of controlling him and | find myself having 
to step back and remind myself that this is a real human being, one who | adore, and not a toy that can be 
discarded after a night of pleasure. 

But on the nights that he's away.. Then we can let ourselves go a little more. 


"Please." Dave murmurs. 


There's desperation in his voice and | find myself unable to resist any longer. Tugging on the zipper of my 
jeans, | pull my cock out and stroke myself to the sound of his sighs. 


"Please, what?" 

He sighs and | hear the bedsheets rustle as he moves himself. "Give me.." 

"Give you what, Grohl?" 

He loves it when | use his surname and the response | receive is entirely the one that | was expecting. 
"Ning.. Uh! Everything! Give me fuckin’ everything you've got! Please!" 


My fist tightens around my cock before sliding back into my jeans to squeeze my balls. "Like what, baby? What 


do you want me to do to you?" 


Listening to Dave getting off is as delicious as having him here in the flesh. There's something about him that 
makes me want to do all kinds of dirty things to him. It could be those eyes. Or it could be that perfectly-aged 
body. Whatever it is, he drives me wild in ways that | haven't thought of since | was younger. 


"Fuck! Fuck, | don't know! Bend me over. Spank my ass. Fuck me hard. Make me scream. Fuckin’ all of it!" 
| feel my back straighten as | playfully snap, "Mouth, Grohl!" 


"Aggghh! Fuck! So close.. So close, James. Please.. Make me come." His voice is a tangle of emotions and | know 


that, at that point, | could keep him waiting all night. Or | could give him exactly what he wants. 


"That's what you want, huh?" | squeeze the base of my cock and stars explode behind my eyes. Resting my 
head back against the chair, | purr softly before speaking again. "Want me to pull your jeans down and bend 
you over my lap? Turn your ass red with my hand until you come all over my thighs? Then make you lick it 


up? Want me to squeeze that beautiful ass of yours before | fill it with my cock?" 


The night has been forgotten and all that now exists is the panting beauty on the end of the phone and the 


ache in my cock. l'm as wound up as he is and ready to finish it. But | can't, not yet. 
"You didn't answer me." | keep my voice deliberately low, knowing that he loves the rasp of it. "Fine whiskey" is 
what Dave calls my voice, an alcoholic euphemism that is obviously hard for him to let go of. He will, in time. 


And maybe it'll be something that | have to help him to leave behind. 


There's a gasp, followed by a grunt, from the other end of the phone. "I want it all. Everything. Love 
everything that you give me. Love you." 


Those two words are enough to melt this tough ol punk's heart. Somehow we found one another. Goodness 


knows how, but we did. 


"lIl give you everything," | softly reply. "Everything, and more. Everything that you deserve. Everything that 


you desire. You're home. We're home. And, when you get home tomorrow, we'll do all of that" 


| can't leave him hanging any longer. Fuck, | can't leave myself hanging any longer. The pressure in my body is 
building and ready to snap. Listening to him moaning and panting, | stroke my cock and wait for that blissful 


release to wash over me. 
"You're beautiful,” | whisper. "Everything about you is beautiful. Your heart, your soul -" 
"My body?!" Dave manages to chip in 


"That, too," | say with a gentle smile. "And, in less than twenty-four hours, l'm going to worship every glorious 
inch of you. Gonna get you naked and lie you on the bed and spend all night teasing you." 


Across the miles, | hear Dave let loose. My name roars from his lips and, in my mind's eye, | can see his body 
arching from the bed as his seed splatters across his stomach. His free hand will be balled into the sheets, 
tearing at them and he'll desperately trying to watch what's going on around, and above, him as he rides out 
the pleasure that's coursing through him. 


The images in my head and the sounds in my ear do little to subdue my own desire. Letting my head fall back 
against the roll of the chair, | pull my shirt up and give my cock one last squeeze. Everything snaps into sharp 
focus as my orgasm roars through me, my voice caught in a muffled grunt as my come pumps onto my skin 
In that moment my body feels weak, paralysed even, as the desire and lust that | feel for the man on the 
phone comes to a literal head. In the distance | can hear him calling softly to me as he surfs the final waves 


of his own orgasm. 


It takes me several minutes to come back to Earth but l'm happy and sated, as | know Dave also is. My head 


hangs forward, my chin against my chest, as | draw in several deep breaths. 

"Fuck. Dave" 

"Good?" he murmurs. 

"Baby, it's always good with you. | can't wait for tomorrow." 

From the end of the phone | hear Dave sigh happily. He's relaxing now, spread across the bed with one hand no 
doubt tangled in his hair. "Me, too. Looking forward to sleeping in my own bed with nothing but you, and the 


cats, beside me." 


How did we get here, huh? How did these two wayward souls find one another? | haven't got an answer for the 


how's and why's but I'm glad that we did. I'm glad that we found one another. 


We spend the next hour talking back and forth before we finally bid each a good night. For a moment | sit and 


stare at my now-silent phone and realise that I'm probably the luckiest fucker alive. Dave would say that he is. 
That | saved his life. But it's me. Because, with him, life is a lot more interesting. 


